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I never heard him speak of his father's English second wife without some reference to her fairness. It would be "my blond mamma/' "my little fair mamma/' "my father's pretty English wife/' or "before my little blond mamma died/* He felt the "mamma"and "papa"jarred on American ears, and often corrected himself; but when Signor Salvini himself once told me a story of his father, he referred to him constantly as "my papa," just as he does in this book of his that makes him seem so egotistical and so determined to find at all costs the vulnerable spot, the weak joint in the armour, of all other actors.
Certainly he could not have been an egotist in the bosom of his family. A friend in-London went to call upon his young wife, his "white lily." She was showing the house to her visitor, when, pausing suddenly before a large portrait of her famous husband, she became silent, her uplifted eyes filled, her lips smiled tremulously, she gaveg, andn broke out. But late as it was andand snapped his fingers.upon  my breast.    It was beautifully done;                               downed me; but it wasn't a fair game, Jim,
